OVER   THE   HILLS   TC

The opposite side of die valley was even more steep and precipitous,
and I wondered how on earth a road was to be made, but then I had not
yet met Al Ingliz. Just about sunset we reached the Hadhramaut "rail-
head," a matter of only thirteen miles from the other. There were no
cars so we settled down to camp for the night. Practically all our kit had
gone up by camel to Shibarn, so that we were short of food and other
comforts. During the two days we stayed on this barren jdl, 3,500 feet
above the sea-level, we were exposed to sun and wind by day and icy cold
and dew by night. We found little to augment our rations except coco-nuts,
which we had to buy from the beduin at exorbitant prices and toasted over
our fire.

On the second day the beduin received news from a passer-by that
some of their friends had killed a man of the Ba Habab the previous night,
and so, expecting a night attack, they set to to build forts. We helped
them and with the united efforts of both parties two quite respectable litde
round forts were built by nightfall. As it was the beduin who were in
danger, we suggested it was only fair that they should pay for our labour,
but needless to say the proposal did not receive a favourable response.

In the night we thought we ought to make alternative arrangements
for moving on and bargained for camels and for a messenger to go to
Tarim, and there was nothing for it but to agree to their exorbitant demands.
Next day, however, 'Abdul Qadir and some of the boys with 'Awadh,
sitting on die hill above the camp and watching the empty white road which
stretched away over the narrow Backbone jol, as it was called, saw clouds
of dust moving in the distance.

"The cars, the cars!'* they shouted, and 'Awadli came dashing down
to claim the liskara, the fee for bringing good news. We packed up at
once, and soon five cars with Hassan Shaibi in charge came tearing down
the hill. In half an hour we were away, driving over the barren jols. The
views on either side of the Backbone Plateau were magnificent. Away
to the south we could still see the Gulf of Aden, shining in the sun, while
Dhubba and Dhubdhub, between which lies Shihr, and Qara; the hill of
Mukdla, were easily visible. On our right hand lay a deep wadi. But,
after that, the scenery became monotonous as die road dodged endlessly
round flat-topped hills and wadi heads.

In two hours we came to Reidat al Ma'ara, the country of the Ma'ara
tribe, a collection of small scattered villages in country intersected by
shallow wadis which offered some chance of cultivation. Here we stopped
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